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City, then, it was to be. But there were no horses
for such a multitude; they must all walk. The
Strand lay before them, and down the Strand they
hurried, brandishing their weapons. In front of
all strode the tall black figure of Sir Christopher
Blount. "Saw! Saw! Sawl Sawl Tray!
Tray 1 " he shouted, seeking with wild gestures and
incoherent exclamations to raise up London for the
Earl

The insurgents entered the City by Lud Gate;
but the Government had been beforehand with
them.    Word had been sent to the preachers to tell
the citizens to keep themselves within doors, armed,
until further orders; and the citizens obeyed.    Why
should they do otherwise?    The Earl was their
hero;  but they were loyal subjects of the Queen.
They were quite unprepared for this sudden out-
break ; they could not understand the causes of it;
and then the news reached them that the Earl had
been proclaimed a traitor; and the awful word and
the ghastly penalties it carried with it struck terror
into their souls.    By noon Essex and his band were
at St. Paul's, and there was no sign of any popular
movement.    He walked onward, crying aloud as
he went that there was a plot to murder him, and
that the Crown had been sold to the Spanish Infanta.
But it was useless;   there was no response;   not
a creature joined him.    Those who were in the
street stood still and silent, while perplexed and
frightened faces peered out at him from doors and